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THE HERMIT WHO NEVER WAS

“I'll leave the world,” a cynic sald one

day,
“And meditate in some sequestered place;
The. only thought men have is ‘Wiil it

o "
“I'll leave the world,” a cynic said one

day:
‘“My foolish dreams and hopes I'll put

away
And ne’er look on another human face!"
“I'll leave the werld,” a cynle sald one

ay,
“Anéd meditate {n some sequestered
place.

“Fools prate of love, but Love, alas! has
flown,
And In his place Ambition stands;
The world obeys the voice of Wealth
alone,
Fools prate of love, but Love, alas! has
flown!
He claims the foolish malden as his own
Who puts the costliest jewels on her
hands;
Fools prate of love, but Love, alas! has
Anwn
Ard in his place Ambition boldly

randa™

Tie started out to find a wild retreat,
T.ut turned ere long, forgetting to be
wise;
A maiden met him going down the
street— »
He started out to find a wild retreat—
Her cheeks were rosy and her smile was
sweet,
Down at her feet, dogiike, he yearning
lies!
He started out to find a wild retreat,
But turned ere long, forgetting to be

wise.
—8. B. Kiser, in Chicago Record Herald.

T KIDNAPPED
MILLIONAIRES

A Tale of Wall Street
and the Tropics A A

By FREDERICK U. ADAMS
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CHAPTER XXIV.—CoNTINUED.

Mr. Kent, Mr. Morton and Mr.
Pence were enjoying an afternoon
nap, but they were quickly aroused
and informed of the situation. Simon
Pence was in an agony of terror. His
knees sank beneath him and he was
too agitated to speak. Not so with
Nr. Kent, His fighting blood was
®p in a minute,

“I will shoot that crazy dude full
of holes if he or his men attempt to
lay hands on me!” he exclaimed. He
reached into his stateroom and pro-
duced a repeating rifle which he ex-
amined carefully and calmly.

There were 20 rifles aboard the
yacht., In anticipation of possible
trouble Capt. Baldwin had purchased
a dozen guns at Vera Cruz. These

“were distributed among the men and

the-crew. Sidney Hammond was put
in charge of the defense—if one
should be necessary. The weapons
were placed within easy reach and
they waited the approach of the
“Shark,” which was less than a mile
away.

The faces of the men were a study.

_Hardly a word was spoken. Their

faces were flush>d with anger,
rather than pale with fear. Im plain
sight was the yacht which had held
them captive for days. They viewed
the “Shark™ as a pirate. Not a man
doubted that Hestor was on board,
orl Lai he meant mischief. How
irimm and sleek the “Shark” looked
as her prow ¢ut the waves of the
gulf! Her brass.wyork glistened like
gold in the afternoon sun. On her
forward deck was a glint of polished
steel. Mr. Kent recognized it.

" “There is that rapid-fire gun,” he
said in an undertone.

— My durton hawed, but said noth-

liemul Seymour-examined his gun

methodically. He ran his eye along

the sights and studied the adjust-
ment for distance. He spoke quietly
to Sidney Hammond, received a nod
of approval and went forward, tak-
ing a position near the bow of the
boat. -

Capt. Baldwin whistled a signal
that he would go to starboard.
There was ne answer from the
“Shark.” Again the “Helen Carmody”

- blew a warning blast. In answer the
“Shark” ran up a flag signal asking

H

“Helen Carmody” to “lay to.”

1

:

- eareful examination of Sidney's
& | wound. He confirmed the diagnosis

“l am, am I!" shouted Hestor.
He dashed the megaphone to the
bridge and leaped to the lower deck.
Like a flash he jumped to the rapid-
fire gun. Capt. Waters yelled an or-
der. It was not finished when there
came a spit of fire from the muzzle
of the gun. Three of the crew dashed
at Hestor.

The same instant there was the
erack of a rifle from the bow of the
“Helen Carmody.”

A dozen bullets tore through the
glass and mahogany sides of the for-
ward deck house. Sidney Hammond
f2ll to the deck. The “Shark” swung
sharply to the starboard, and in a few
seconds was speeding away to the
east. It all happened so quickly that
with one exception the men on the
“Helen Carmody” were too dazed to
make a move. The wheelsman sent
the yacht hard to port.

Mr. Kent was the first to reach the
side of Sidney Hammond. There was
a stain of red on his shoulder, and |
they tore and cut away the coat and |
shirt. As they did so, Sidney opened
his eyes. He stared for a moment |
and jumped to his feet.

“It is nothing!" he said, as he took
a long breath. “It is merely a flesh
wound. The shock dazed me for a
moment. I am all right.”

Sidney laughed, but his face was
white and the blood flowed freely
from his right shoulder. The yacht
steward—who was also a surgeon—
examined the wound and declared it
painful but not dangerous. He
staunched the flow of blood and
bandaged the wound. Sidney watched
the fast disappearing “Shark” dur-
ing this operation. He set his teeth,
and not a groan escaped from his
lips.

The dining-room was strewn with
broken glass and splinters. Ragged
holes had been torn in the decora-
tions, and one shot played havoe
with the china closet. Miss Carmo- |
dy came up from below. Her face
was pale, but she did not seem in the
least alarmed. She proceeded to act
as nurse for Sidney, and would not
listen to his declaration that h¥ wis |
going on deck. Chalmers regretted
he had not been shot,

In the meantime the “Shark™ con-
tinued on its eastern course, and the
“Helen Carmody™ neared the mouth |
of the Mississippi. It was seven

MR. KENT WAS THE FIR8ST TO
REACH HIS SIDE.

o'clock in the evening when they took

a pilot. Sidney was moved to the
forward deck, and all gathered

around him to discuss what had hap-
pened.

“That was about as rapid a bit of
work as ever I witnessed,” said Mr.
Kent, who had been slightly cut in
the band by a flying piece of glass.

“Who fired the shot from our
boat?” asked Sidney, with a slight
grimace of pain as his shoulder
twinged where the shot had lacerated
a muscle. “It was the last thing I
heard.”

“I fired it,” said Bernard Seymour.
“And I got your man THestor il
right. Did you see him drop?”

“I did,” said Wr. Morton! ¥“His
hands wept up and he fell into the
axsas of tvro of his crew who were
rushing forward to grab him.”

“Did any one hear the order given
by Capt. Waters?” asked Mr. Carmo-
dy.

“I heard every word he gaid,” re-
plied Miss Helen.

“You did!" exclaimed her father,
a frown darkening his face. *“I asked
you to go below, Helen, and sup-
posed you would obey me.”

“I went below, papa, just as you
told me to do,” said Miss Helen, cou-
tritely. “But you did not tell me
I could not look out. I opened the
port hole in the saloon, and saw and
heard everything that happened on
the ‘Shark. When Mr. Hestor
jumped from the bridge and ran to
the gun, Capt, Waters shouvted, ‘Stop
him! Hold him!" Then he yelled
‘Starboard!’ to the wheelsman, and
rushed down the steps to the deck.
[ But before the men ondld stop Hes-
tor, he had commenced firing. Then
he threw his bands up in the air
and the men caught Him as he fell
backwards. ! thought I could see
blood on his face.” :

“This probably terminates Hes-
tor's career as a pirate or a maniac,”
remarked Mr. Morton. ""“The gov-

| segar.

ernment cutters will run the ‘Shark’
to cover in short order. You are
quite a sharpshooter, Mr. Seymour.” |
“I had my eye on that Hotchkiss
gun all the time,” said Mr. Seymour.
“At first 1 thought lestor was mak-
ing a bluff to seare us. But when he
turned loose I knew he meant war.
If he had remained back 9! the shield
he would have been safe, and I pro-
posed to drep the man at the wheel
and take a crack at the captain
But Hestor stuck his head out to sec
where his shots were landing, and
I let him have it. I have shot some
béfore. The Sioux Indians and I used
to exchange compliments before the
battle of Wounded Knee, and 1
guess my shooting eye is all right
yet. But I hope I did not kill him.”
At midnight the “Helen Carmody”
steamed up to New Orleans, landed
near Canal street and discharged her
passengers on their native soil. They"
at once proceeded to a hotel. Mr.
Chalmers so managed the arrival and
of the party as to evade
the alert reporters, and once in the
‘hotel no one was allowed to disturb
them.
A surgeon was called and made a

made by the yacht steward. He
dressed the wound carefully, and ad-
vised Sidney to remain quiet for sev-

eral days. It was late before Mr.
almers and his assistants had for-
\ to “The Record” an account
of this incident.

Mr. Bernard Seymour arose bright
ﬂmﬂhnmummm
‘@ stroll around.the Lee Circle
ned to the hotel and enjoyed

per Detective,” when some one tapped
him on the shoulder.

“Haou are ye, Mister Seymour!
[ swan, I'm mighty glad ter see yel
Haou de ye dew! Haou de ye dewl]”

“Hello, Captain Parker! The pleas-
ure is all mine! How are you, Cap:
tain? How is the good ship, the
‘Sam Walker'?"”

“Finer'n silk,” said Capt. Parker,
as they shook hands cordially. “Well,
I swan, but ye'r er great man; ain't
ye? Your picter is in all ther papers.
Well, well, welll I swan, ye never
can tell, can ye? Who'd a thunk it!
So ye are a detective-reporter! Well,
well, well!™

The Captain insisted on purchasing
the cigars, after which they returned
to the veranda. The good sailor
seemed to have something on his
mind. Once or twice he cleared his
throat as if to make some important
announcement.  Finally he took =
long pull at his cigar and said:

“Mister Seymour, seeing as how ye
air a newspaper man—though 1 never
would a thunk it—dew ye suppose ye
could get my name in the papers
about this 'ere matter? 1 don't care
a blamed thing about it myself, but
my old woman is just plum crazy ter
see my name in the papers. Darned
if T don’t believe she wouald be willin'
ter have ther ‘Sam Walker’ wrecked
if it would get my name in ther
newspapers. Fact! Dew ye suppose
ye could fix it?"

“Sure, sure thing,” said Mr. Ber
nard Seymour. “It's already in The
New York Record. 1 sent gore than
a thousand words about you and the
‘Sam Walker' from Vera Cruz. 1 also
sent a description of you, and they
will probably have your picture. Al
the papers will copy it. You had
better get me a photograph of your-
self for use in a more consecutive
story I am now writing.”

The delight of Capt. Parker was
beyond expression. He nearly frae-

| tured Seymour's hand in his joyous

clasp.

“The old woman will be tickled
plum ter death!™ he exclaimed. *1
have been sailin’ 30 years an’ nothin’
has happened worth printin’ until
now. lHaou much is 1,000 words? A
column! Great Scott! Have another
Have a box of ’em. This is
the greatest thing that ever happened
ter the Parker family.”

Mr. Chalmers was asleep when a
bell boy aroused him and presented
a card. He rubbed his eyes sleep
ily and rebuked the boy in no equivo-
cal language. Scrawled on a card
was:

CAPTAIN JOHN WATERS.

The “Shark.”

e

|
|

“Tell him to come up at once,”
said Mr. Chalmers.

Capt. Waters knocked at the door
and entered the room. He bowed to
Mr. Chalmers and stood by the door,
refusing to take a seat.

“The ‘Shark’ is anchored out in
the river,” said Capt. Waters without
any preliminary remarks. “Mr. Hes-
tor is in a hospital. He is in a bad
way. He is shot and crazy. 1 want
to tell you how this happened. 1
worked for his father before him.
He saved my life and I would die for
him or his son. I have known Walter
since he was a boy. Lately he has
been acting queer. He told me those
men were political prisoners. I am
used to obeying orders and having
them obeyed. It was orly yesterday
that T learned the truth. On Thurs-
cday he sent a boat ashore at Mo-
bile and came back with a lot of news-
papers, He left one where I found it.
Then I knew the
told me. we
place where we
course I know ni
after. He intended to meet you and
stop you. Just as I was about to
take matters in my own hands, we
sighted your boat. I thought I would
humor him. 1 intended to come to
New Orleans and give him up, and
stand frial if I have dome wrong.
He jumped from the bridg=, as you
saw. One of your men shot him in
the head, and he is likely to die. He
has noi heen right since we left New
York. 1 tell you this so you will
know the truth. I am going to give
myself up .to the authorities.”

[To Be Tontinued.)

WHEN POE RECITED.

First Pablic Appearance of the
Well-Known Peet Netted Him the
. Sum of Six Dollars.

“It was at Mrs. McKenzie's that 1
first heard Poe recite, at her request,
“The Raven’ and ‘Annabel Lee," only
the family being present,” says =
writer in Lippincott's Magazius.
“From an unusually lively mood he
lapsed at once into a manner, expres-
sion and tone of voice of gloomy ard
almost weird solemnity, gazing as if
on something invisible to others, aid
never changing his position until t)-e
1ecitation was concluded. It hab-
pened that he had just before re-
quested of Mrs. McKenzie the loan »f
a sum of money, which request she
fvas for a time unable to comply
with; and she now said to him, ‘Fd-
gar, what do you think of givitg a
public recital of those poemxs? It
would probably prove a financial stic-
cess.” The result was that about &
week later there appeared in the ¢'ty
papers a notice that om a certiin
evening the poet would give a reci'n-
tion of hiz own two favorite poems in
the exchange concert room, tickets
to be had at a certain book store.
Over 200 of these were printed, the
charge of admission being 50 certs
each. +

“On the appointed evening, I, thea
a young man of 24, accompanied M*"a,
Julia Mayo Cabell and another lacy,
both warmn ‘personal friends of Poe
from his childhood, to the place »f
the proposed recitation. We arriwd
some moinents after the appointed
time, ‘and, to our surprise, found, in-
stead of a full audience, but nine per-
sons assembled, we, together with
the usher, making thirteen in num-
ber. Some time elapsed before Poe
made his appearance, when he took
his place on the platform, bowed, and,
resting his bands on the back of a
chair, recited ‘The Raven’ and ‘Anna-
bel Lee,’ but in a mechanical sort of
way, and with a total lack of the
weird and gloomy expression which
had given them such effect at Mrs.
McKenzie's. On concluding, he again
bowed and abruptly left the plattorm.

“The proceeds of this experiment
was $6, in consideration ot which, Mr.

‘Boyden, proprietor of the exchange,

would make no charge for the use of
the hall, lights and attendance.”

Accounting For It. .
x—I was surprised to hear that
~had hh arrested for picking

THE STORY OF A LITTLE LAD

He Gave His All to Jesus and Multitudes

Were Blessed.

Sermon by the ‘‘Highway and Byway’’ Preacher,

(Copyright, 1903, by J. M. Edson.)

Chicago, Sunday, June 14, 1903

Text:—“One of His disciples, Andrew, Si-
mon Peter's brother, saith unto Him:
There Is a lad here, which hath five bariey
loaves, and two smail fishes.” —John 6: §-9.
HILDREN are al-
ways interested,
and deeply influ-
enced, by the sto-
ries of child life.
This is the reason
that the Bible is
such a fascinating
book to them,
where the parents
or teacher under-
standhowfobring
= out and unfold
the stories of children and child life
contained therein. The presence of
the gentile babes lends its charm to
the sacred pages. The sound of chil-
dren’s feet is heard, and their voices
make gweet music. The story of the
baby lsaac, who came to gladden the
home of that aged couple; of Moses,
resting in his little ark of bulrushes
amidst the reeds fringing the banks of
the Nile, and being found and adopted
by the daughter of the powerful king;
of Samuel, the genile child who : erved
in ¥he temple and heard God spevk;
of David, the brave shepherd lad; of
the Shunamite’s son, a gift from God
in answer to the prayer of the proph-
et; of the little Hebrew slave at the
court of Nnaman the leper, pointing
the way to the true God and eleansing:
of Jesus at Bethlehem, with the an-
gels singing over His cradle, and wise
men from the east coming to worship
and offer their rich gifts; of Jesus in
the temple, when He first went up
with His parents to Jerusulem. at the
passover feast; of all the beautiful in-
cidents in which the Lord during His
miniztry recognized children, blessed
them, healed them, and paid the exalt-
ed tribute to them of declaring that
those who entered the kingdom which
He came to establisk must become as
a little child. And speaking of that
time which is yet to come, when the
“wolf also shall dwell with the lamb,
and the leopard shall lie down with
the kid; and the calf and the young
lion, and the fatling together,” Scrip-
ture goes on to declare that *“a little
child shall jead them.” Let us antici-
pate that day which seems so far in
the future, and let a little child lead us
to-day, ves, and teach us, too.

——

O-DAY is being celebrated in the
Sunday schools all over this land as
Children's Day. The tread of chil-
dren’s feet is heard. and their story
is told in song and verse. Songbirds
and flowers lend their musie and fra-
grance to theday. Everythingspeaks
of that charming freshness and beau-
ty whichisinseparable from childhood.
And because it is Children’s Day it is
but fitting that we should speak for
the children and of thie children. We
want to tell the story of a little lad
whose pathway crossed that which
Jesus was traveling, and whose simple
deed has lived in the sacred pages of
God’s word to thisday. Only one little
verse is devoted to his biography. We
do not know his name. Secripture does
not tell us anything about his home or
his parents. We have only thirteen lit-
tle words, most of them of one syllable,
to tell usabout this lad,and they simply
state that he wae near Jesus, and had
in his bag, or pouch, five little round
cakes and two small dried fishes. And
yet by reading between the lines we
may know much concerning him, and
learn many lessons.
IRST of all, we want to learn all we
can about the incidents and circum-
stances connected with the lad as he
is introduced to us by our text.
Jesus has been performing many mir-
acles at Capernaum, and in the region
round about. Ah, how many homes He
brightened, sobs were turned to songs
of joy, tears were wiped away, and
smiles brought to faces that were dis-
torted with pain and trouble, Into
every home where Jesus went there a
chunge was wrought. And it.issoeven
to-day. The homes where Jesus is
invited in as guest, and where He
rules in the hearts of those dwelling
there, discord, and unhappiness, ¢ nd
troubie have to fee away. And be-
cayige Jesus did so much good, as
He traveled through Galilee and Caper-
nawmn great crowds followed Him.
But it pained Jesus to know that it
was curiosity, and not faith, which
brought most of the people to Him,
and ¢o He withdrew with His disciples
into a moutnain on the other side of
the lake across from Capernaum. But
the eager, expectant crowds sought
Him out, tgaveling the long, weary
way around tie shore of the lake. And
when Jesus saw them He began to
question the disciples as to how
they were to be fed in that wil-
derness place, “for He Himself
knew what He would do.” It is
at this point that Andrew speaks up
and directs attention to this lad, who
has the five barley loaves and two
small fishes. Some day when I reach
my eternal home in the Heavenly City
I expect to meet this lad, and hear
from his own lips all this wonderful
stOfy. It may be your privilege, as
well as mine, if you are trusting in
Jesus for salvation. But let us not be
content to wait until then to learn
eome of the lessons which he may
teach us,

CRIPTURE does not give us the

name of the boy. It may have been
known to the disciples. It certainly
was to Jesus. It is known and record-
ed in Heaven. But when the Holy
Spirit guided the pen of John the name
was left out and we only know the lad
by the part which he had in this won-
derful miracle which Jesus performed.
The important thing was the charac-
ter and life and deeds, and not the
name. These are what God always
looks at. He weighs what a boy or girl
is, and not what he or she may be
called. Family names go a long way
toward gaining favor and place for
one among men, but the eye of God
can look right through that name you
bear and discover just what kind of a
boy or girl there is behind it. I won-
der if your name by chance should be
lost if there is any deed in your life
which would hold you in mymory, as
there was in the case of this little boy.
Probably there were hundreds of boys
in Palestine who bore the same name

‘as this boy, and let the name be called

and ail would respond and come for-
ward, .but call for the boy with the
loaves and fishes and just one boy ap-
pears, the lad of our text. No boy or
git] cen claim exclusive right to the
NPe. {hep eat oy _TeThll sty oa

—

s

LBut

every boy and girl may so live and do
that some deed will mark them as dif-
ferent and distinet from every other
boy and girl. You may become known
to God, if not to your companions and
friends, as the lad or lassie who spoke
the kindly word or did the helpful
deed, who had something that Jesus
could use and freely gave it to Him
that it might bless all those about.

REMEMBER reading the story a

goodmany yearsago of the little girl
whose waking thought in the morn-
ing was what she might do that would
really count towards helping others.
Instead of waiting for some great and
noble thing to do, and idly dreaming
the morning away, she thought of
something which every girl, and boy,
too, can do, wear a bright smile and
speak the cheery word. You see she
was a very practical miss and began
with the thing ‘nearest at hand, and
that which she could do. So she
thought of all the good pure things she
could, she caught the beam of the sun-
light in her eyes, she wreathed her face
in smiles, she pitched her voice to the
tune of the birds singing without her
window, and then went tripping down.
stairs, her light heart giving wings to
her little feet. The first one she met
was Bridget in the kitchen. She had
a cloud on her face that betokened a
storm. The dishes rattled and banged
an impatient discord. It was enough
to make our little girl forget her
good resolution and run off and leave
Bridget to her unhappy mood. It was
a hard place to begin. But Jesus likes
to have us begin in the hard places.
And you will see before our story is
done that it was junst where this little
girl needed to begin.  When our little
girl came dancing in she did not give
the ill-nature of Bridget a chance to
chill her heart. She did not say:
“Well. if Bridget is going to be socross
and mean, 1 will be cross and mean,
too, to pay her back.” No, she just let
that smile shine out. Her bright eyes
put to shame the downcast eyes and
frowning brow of Bridget. Her cheery
voice ealled out a happy: *“Good morn-
ing,”and away she flitted with her sun-
shine and bher merry laugh, without
waiting to hear the suriy grunt of
Bridget which she meant fora “Good
morning."”

UT that smile and that cheery word
braved the frown and growl of un-
bappy Bridget and somehow, as they
always will, got away down into her
heart, bringing light and a new
warmth there. It set her to thinking.
The little girl had preached her a bet-
ter and stronger sermon than the par-
son couldbhave done. She felt SOTTY
and concluded she would be bright
and happy, too. So, instead of letting
the meat get as dry and brown as the
frown had been upon her face, and in-
stead of swimming it in grease, she
cooked it just to a turn. The muffins
in the oven felt the change of atmos-
phere and came out of the oven light
and just tinged with that appetizing
brown,instead of the usual deep brown
and burnt bottoms. As she brought in
the well-prepared meal, the master
heard her coming and ill-naturedly
muttered to himself that he supposed
the meat was as fough as leather and
swimming i lack gravy as usuzl.
dget cal cith a cheery air,
she forgot to set the®ishes down with
a bang, and everything looked so un-
usually good that the ill-humor of the
master of the honse was driven away.
The other members of the family
caught the brightness and cheer, and
the little girl found she was not alone
with her smile and merry voice. And
the day so well begun ran all the day on
that little girl’s smile and cheery
“Giood morning.” The ripples went cir-
cling out until they teuched the office
and store and business world of the
merchant, the social sphere of the
mother, the schoolroom and play-
ground of the children. Sister, who
was generally so unobliging because
so full of her own plans, had time to
help brother with the hard parts of
his lesson, and sent him off to the knot
of playmutes with new impulses at
work in his heart which made it easy
fof him to be unseifish in his play and
more thoughtful towards others. How
that smile svas mnltiplied! How that
cheery “Good morning.” went ringing
down ali through the day like the
words spoken in the grand canyons
of the west go bounding from rock to
rock as the echoes increase and mul-
tiply, seemingly indefinitely, in ~ the
distance! That little girl’s name may
have been Mary, or Jane, or Clara, or
any one of the thousand and one names
borne by girls, but it's what that little
girl did and not her name, that lives for
us and interests us. So it is with the
lad with the loaves and fishes. So it
may be with you, my boy, and you, my
girl. You may be one of the boys or
girls to carry the loaves and fishes
which Jesus will use to bless the ever-
widening circle of those about.
BUT there is something else about
this lad which attracts our atten-
tion. Andrew says to.Jesus: “There
is a lad HERE.,” He was a lad who
could be found. He was near Jesus.
1 wonder what his playmates were
doing at thig time! 1 wonder if it
didn’t take a good deal of moral
courage for him to leave his play and
follow Jesus! 1 wonder if they didn't
try to poke fun at him for wanting
to go to the Sunday school and preach-
ing service and prayer meeting where
Jesus was!  They do to-day, don't
they? He might have stayed behind
and divided up his caokes and fish with
his companions and they would have
said he was a good generous fellow.
Perhaps when He started off they
taunted him with being stingy be-
cause he would rather take his pos-
sessions and give them to Jesus than
selfishly use them for himself. Oh,
if we could only go back and know
all that it cost that lad to bravely fol-
low Jesus, and be where Jesus could
find him and use his little offering,
we would be ashamed of our coward-
ice and selfishness, when w- stay away
from Jesus because of the ridicule of
our associates, and because we selfish-
ly want for ourselves what Jesus
would be so glad to bless and use for
others, We need boys to-day, and
girls, tco, who can be found. Boys
and girla whose actions and words are
right and clean,” even though mother
and father, and teacher or employer
are not around to see hear. One
of the jreatest things that can be said
of any boy or %jg that it is known
where he or shei may be found. The

bravest, most useful boys are found
there. Thesweetest, mostlovabie snzst
helpful girls are found there. I wonder
if it can be said of you, whem Jesus has
meed of something: “There is a lad
here with just what you waut, Je-
sus.,” If you give rein to that hasty
temper it will carry you away off,
and Jesus will not be able to find you
when you are wanted. 1f you let that
appetite, that pleasure, that hidden
sensual desire, that selfishness, that
impure thought, that trashy novel,
that bad companion lead yon away
You will miss the great privilege of
helping Jesus. It cost that lad some-
thing to be where Jesus could find
him that day, and it will cost you
something to be like him. DBut just
think of the great honor and bless-
ing which came to him for being near
Jesus, instead of away off somewhere
in idleness and sin. Thousands of
boys were doing that very thing in
the day in which this lad lived, and
Yeét they are dead and forgotten. No
record is left of them, but the ree-
ord of this Jewish lad lives to this
day to teach and encourage boys
and girls to-day to live near Jesus
and to give Him their possessions,
their hands, their feet, their eyes,
their ears, their hearts, their very
lives, so that He may take and use
them in His own wonderful way. Sam-
uel was where he could be found, and
he became the great prophet and
priest over Israel. David was where
he could be found, and he was
anointed to be a king. Daniel in a
heathen court was where he could
be found. He was not led away by
the vices and pleasures surrounding
him on every haud. He purposed in
his heart that he would live near God,
and when God needed him to tell
dreams and rule the kingdom of the
king of Babylon God knew just whers
to find him. May this Children’s Day
be made a day of rejoicing in Heaven
a real Children’s Day there, too, be-
caure you, my boy, and you, my girl,
get mear to the Saviour, Jesus, and
keep near Him! He will not keej
you waiting. Jesus doesn’t like idie
boys and girls. He will show you how
you can use what yon have, your time,
Your abilities, your treasures, for the
blessing and helping of those about
And the sure record will adorn the
pages of God’s register that a Iac
HERE. a girl HERE had something
which Jesus needed and which Jesus
used.

Y reading between the lines we may

know what kind of a boy this lac
was. He was a theughtful boy, o1
clse he would never have been the only
one in all that vast company of peo
ple who had been provident enough
to bring something to eat. He was
a generous boy, else he would not
have been so willing to give what he
might perhaps with good reason have
said he needed and must have for his
own use. He was a modest lad, for
he stood in the background until
called out by Andrew’s words. He
was an obedient boy, for it is certain
he was prompt to respond to the call
and to yield to the request made of
him. And, as we have alreacy sug
gested, he was a brave, dare-to-be-a.
Daniel boy. He dared to do right, he
dared to stand alone. We know what
kind of a boy he was at home, on
the playground, on the street, in the
schoolroom, everywhere. He was a
dependable boy. He was not playing
hookey that day. He was not idly
roaming in disobedience to parents
and to the neglect of his duties. 1
have no doubt that he had been up
very early in the moruning that he
might get his chores out of the way
and.have a clear conscience when he
started on this trip to the mountains

where Jesus was, Ie was a boy
mother and father were proud of
Sisters and brothers looked up to

him. He held the good will and opin-
ion of his associates, even though they
sometimes poked fun at him and tried
to make him believe that he was tied
to mother's apron strings.

ND this lad of our text grew tc be

a man, nodoubt. Anditisnot hard
to tell what kind of a man he made.
Did you ever see a sturdy young cak
tree turn out to be a gnarled briar
bush when grown? Did you ever see
a wheat field turn to useless tares, as
it developed into maturity? Did yeu
ever see a brave-hearted, clean-lived
boy, who lived rvear Jesus, grow up
to be a wicked, bad man? It’s the boy
that makes the man. It is the rule
that the good boy makes the good man,
and the bad hoy the bad man. There
are exceptions, of course, in both di-
rections. But it is almost inevitably
the case that what the boy is to-day
the man will be to-morrow. So it is
safe to conclude that our lad became
a good and useful citizen. He did not
become a Peter or a Paul, oceupying a
prominent place in the service of Ged.
Scripture never refers to him again
that we know of. But we know he was
not idle in the service of his Master,
Whom he_helped on.the mountain side
that day to confer such a blessing upon
that vast multitude of people. During
the year following the incident of our
text, tidings came to the Galilean home
of our little lad from Jerusalem of
the tragic events there; of the arrest,
trial and erucifixion of Jesus. And
years later, when the deadly persecu-
tion settled about the disciples at Je-
rusalem, and they were driven out into
Samaria and Galilee, he learned the
full meaning of Jesus’ death, and His
glorious resurrection. Perhaps dur-
ing these years a sadness at the fate
of Jesus, the wonderful miracle work-
er, had rested upon his heart, but
when the Scriptures were opened up
to him, and he came to know that Jesus '
must needs have suffered, and died,
and risen again, and entered into glory,
light broke in upon his sounl. A lively
hope was kindled within his breast as
he came to know that Jesus was not
dead, but living, and working mightily
through His disciples. A new pur-
pose stirred within his heart. He be-
gan to understand the spiritual mean-
ing of the feeding of the multitude and
the declaration of Jesus that He was
the Bread of Life, and he went out to
help spread the gled Gospel story.
Thus did the service of his youth
strengthen and equip him for fuller
and better service in his maturer years,

and so will it ever be. The faithful- |

ness, and kindly, generous service of
childhood will as surely become the
medium of better, truer, fuller living
when youth has given place to man-
hood. Here is the lesson of hopeful-
ness for every hoy and girl. How
surely the years which are ahead will
bear the impress of the thought and
deed of to-day. Let our little lad
come close 1o us on this, cur Children's
Day, and teach us his lessons,

Old Age.

The old age of the righteous is 2
time for congratulation. An old per-
son is in some meusare a vietor.—Rev.
{. Crawford, o

.

Reiﬁg\m ches s a God,
{ond s0 ( A o % |‘
m o .‘f ’

The Way She ldentified Them,

One of the most eccentric characters of
old Nantucket was Eliza Ann McCleave.
She kept a museum, where she lectured
to the spectators.

One day, pointing to two small figures,
she said:

“Now, friends, take notice of these fig-
ures; one is Caesar, the other Brutus.
I've iqrgotten which is which. Mary
iazzie,” tell me which of these got
slewed "~ Youth's Ccmpanion

TP Ve AT
Her View of It

Seedsman—You know, ma’am, yon don't
have to plant your potatoes whole; vou
can cut them up in small pieces.

Mrs. Newmarket - Yes, know; that
might do very well if we always wanted
to raise potatoes for Lyonnaise or for
mashing; but we should probably desire
to have potatoes served whole, now and
then.—DBoston Transcript.

e ® - -

A Maryland t\:o-de'.

Upper Cross Roads, Md., June 15th.—
Never in the history of medicine in this
gtate has anything created such a sen-
sation by its marvelous cures of the most
extreme cases as Dodd’s Kidney Pills.

Tins wonderful medicine seems to kaow
no limit in its wonder working power.
Long-standing cases that have defied the
most expert medical treatment seem to
yield easily to this new conqueror of dis-
ease.

Hundieds have testified to the virtue
of Dodd’s Kidoey Pills. They tell of se-
vere cases of Rheumatism, Lumbago,
Backache, Female Trouble, Nerveus Dis-
eases and even Dropsy, Diabetes and
Bright's Disease cured by this medicine.

Among those who have been benefited
may be mentioned Mrs. John Cooney of
this place.

Mrs. (‘lmue& saJu:
“I believe Dodd’s Kidney Pills the best
remedy ever kmown for {(ldney Trouble
and weak back.

“They are without exception the best
medicine I have ever used.

“I will always praise them highly, for
I know that they are good.”

Mrs. Cooney is only one of many who
say of Dodd’s Kidney Pills:

“The most wonderful remedy we ever
heard of.”

For a Clean Sliate.
A man can ke almighty mean to his wife
and yet wipe out the score if he will only’
remember, when they are dining in a swe

restaurant. to say he can never eat roast
beef except in his own house.—~N. Y.
Press.

------ —— -
Shake Into Your Shoes

Allen’s Foot-Ease. It cures painful, swollen,
smarting, sweating feet. akes new shoes
easy. Sold by all uggists and Shoe Stores
Don’t accept any substitute. Sample FREE
Address A. 8. Olmsted, Le Roy, N. Y.

- >

Bangs--““Chinley has a wonderful mem-
ory. 1 don’t believe he ever forgets any-
thing he ever read or heard.” (iriggs—
“But untormnateli; he never remembers
that he told you the same old story 20 or
30 times before.”—Boston Transcript.

—— -

Three solid through trains daily Chicago
to California. Chicago, Union Pacitic &
North-Western Line.

Bings——“.\‘parka s quite a sprinter, 1
hear.’
for ruaning nto debt.”—Chelsea Gazette.

Three tratns a day Chicago to Califor-

s, Oregon and i

Jmion Pacific & North-Western Line.

Behold the difference!

the widow has her weeds, the widower
his weed!—Town Topics. P

Bangs —“Yex, he can’t be beaten | Atlanta.

|

Washington. Chicago, ?s ;ir:scent Router Ticketisl 3'.] nge Jul
2 , 004 returmipg nut u 5
!I‘u-ket Kxe%t - = )

For consolation |

|

A prominent clwg:m )
Mrs. Danforth, of Joseph,
Mich., tells how she was cured

of fallimg of the womb and its
accompanying pains.

“ Life looks dark indeed whem a
woman feels that her strength is sap-
ping away and she has no of
ever being restored. Such was my
feelin.g a few months o when I
was ~ ;istd tlhat. my p?o{l enl;l; :Il.:
cause rolapsus or fa
womb. y'Fbe words sonn:ll:g like a
knell to me, I felt that my sun had set;
but Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege=-
table Compound canmie to me as an
elixir of life; it restored the lost
forces and built me up until my good
health returned to me. For four
months I took the medicine daily and
each dose added health and strength.
I am so thankful for the help I
obtained through its use.”— Mgs.
Fu}u::«:s {h)lA‘:;on'm. 1007 Miles Ave.,
St. Joseph, —
d-clc“gh proving g "WM'"'{::.U‘.!

The record of Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound can-
not be ualled b{d-any other
medicine in the world. -

“ FREE MEDICAL ADVICE TO WOMEN.”
Women would save time and
much sickness if they would
write to Mrs. Pinkham, Lynn,
Mass., for advice as soon as any
distressing symptoms appear.

So It Did.—Markley—"See t;xe. you had
the nerve to recommend th as
the finest in the market.” Tailor— ‘Well?”
Markley-——“Well, I've only had this suit a
week and look how rusty.itris.” Tailor—
“Ah, you will recall I told you the gools
would wear like iron." "~ Philadelphia Press.
Atlanta and Return Via Quecn and

Crescent Ronte,

One_ fare round trip, avlu.t -
on sale July 7,8, 9, 16, good returning
until. July ¥5th, with privilege?of exten-
eion until- August 15th, on deposit of ticket
and payment of J0c at Joint Agency as

Tickets

SERSESEELY * W S-F 3 ¥

4th July Rates.
One fare and third round tripyvia Queen

s for particulars,

SR —

The fast man makes the poofest speed.
Horn. .

—Ram’s

" DOAN’S GET BACK REST.

Aching backsare eased. Hiy, back, and

in pains overcome. Swelling of the
limbs and dropsy signs vanish.

They correct urine with brick Cust sedi
ment, high colored, pain in passinz, drib-

Relieve heart pita sleeplessness,
headache, nmtgx‘sluess.ug?z'zlnea?

Doan’s Kidney Pills are now recognized
as a known remedy for kidney, bladder,
and urinary troubles, . They bring relief

bling, fm}uency. bed wetting. Doan’s | and cure when despair shadows hope.
Kidney Pills remove calculi and gravel. | The free trial is an open door to self proof.
DEERFIELD, IxD. —* It was i1 Baxten 8 Karass
called rheumat —**1 received ree sam.
et oo relief from the doc- %0‘ y Pills,
ors. 1 began to improve on ve T have bhad
taking Doan's sample and U*‘*-ﬂ:w k,which
got two boxes at our drug- ysic erose from
gists, although €8 years my k!« neye.  Four boxes of
of age, I am almost a new Vs Pills bave en-
man. I was troubled a good uﬂ\l"gud I
deal with my water — had to thin lo-on‘uletoth-
‘al:.t. fﬁm&: is ovr: know jit." % Dl: Davis,
n o
.ﬁh and once more I can m‘d&%m
Deckache B AN geo, had ¥ w7
S 3 “

PR o ot & o (Tagsoemm, Vo 1 me
the wonderful medicine, with in small of
Doan's Kidoey Pills.” Bokh . my

Jxo. H. Huvoer, tors gave I

t e, re!lef.‘- ‘l’K Pi
President Ridgevil} Doan's Kidney lis

Indiana, State Bank. e l;_‘; Blov-i

©50 For TS S60.00 3
= FULL LEATHER TOP BUGQY

» limited time only we will sell this '&".%ﬁﬂ
ﬁ-. for Has full leather 1ey 100ps,
mifle axles, open head g shaft
iler rub Ir::. rubber .ﬁ&l.

)

e

o

guaranteed two years.
t of §5.00.

R R ORE e

© will reserve order on recelpt

A Farm All Your Own!

There are at present exceptional opportunities for
homeseekers in the Great Southwest and California. .

Low-rate round-trip homeseekers' and one-way settlers’ tickets,
first and third Tuesdays cach month, over the Santa Feé to

Kansas, Colorado,
Texas.

New Mexico, Arizona, Oklahoma and

*
Very low round-trip excursion rates to California in . July

and August.

Write and tell us where you think of going. We will send you
land literature and information about good farm lands at low

prices. Values in certain portions of the Southwest sure toud-
vance. We will tell you about it. - -
Atchison, ‘ General
Topeka & . Passenger
Santa Fe a n a e Office. .,
Railway " " . Chicago,
g Y o 5 ,'-. ey

ABSOLUTE

)
|

" are madein the largest and

' Carter’s

Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of

_ shine.”

best equipped ammunition
factory'in the world.

'AMMUNITION
of U. M. C. make is now

accepted by shooters as
“the worlds standard’™ for
it shoots well in any gun.
Your dealer :e_[l{ it,.
The Union Metallic’
. Cartridge Co.
Bridgeport, - «
WESTERN CANADA

tiracting raore 'Ql any gther
irietin The Sond.T - cation, thag ' -

" The Granary of the World.” . “The Land of -Suse

The Natural Feeding  Stock,
P

Area under cropin 192 .
Yield 199
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